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time to think : * I thought so/ when a knot of
young men in khaki burst into the chapel, followed
by a crowd. He knew he was not much good in
a scrimmage, but he placed himself at once in front
of the nearest woman. At that moment, however,
some soldiers, pouring through a side-door,
invaded the platform from behind, and threw
him down the steps. He arrived at the bottom
with a bump, and was unable to get up because
of the crowd around him. Someone fell over
him ; it was Rudstock, swearing horribly. He
still had the chair in his hand, for it hit Wilderton
a nasty blow. The latter saw his friend recover
his feet and swing the weapon, and with each
swing down went some friend or foe, until he had
cleared quite a space round him. Wilderton,
still weak and dizzy from his fall, sat watching
this Homeric battle. Chairs, books, stools, sticks
were flying at Rudstock, who parried them, or
diverted their course so that they carried on and
hit Wilderton, or crashed against the platform.
He heard Rudstock roar like a lion and saw him
advance, swinging his chair; down went two
young men in khaki, down went a third in mufti;
a very tall young soldier, also armed with a chair,
dashed forward, and the two fought in single
combat. Wilderton had got on his feet by now,
and, adjusting his eyeglass, for he could see little
without, he caught up a hymn-book, and, flinging
it at the crowd with all his force, shouted :
c Hoobloodyray ! * and followed with his fists